For as a child kept from the font until
A prince, expected long, come to fulfil
The ceremonies, thou unnam'd hadst laid,
Had not her coming thee her palace made:
, Her name defin'd thee, gave thee form and frame.
And thou forgett'st to celebrate thy name.
Some months she hath been dead, (but, being dead.
Measures of time are all determined)
But long she hath been away, long, long; yet none
Offers to tell us who it is that's gone.
But as in states doubtful of future heirs,
When sickness without remedy impairs
The present prince, they're loth it should be said
The prince doth languish, or the prince is dead;
So mankind, feeling now a general thaw,
A strong example gone, equal to law,
The cement, which did faithfully compact
And give all virtues, now resolv'd and slacked,
Thought it some blasphemy to say she was dead,
Or that our weakness was discovered
In that confession; therefore spoke no more
Than tongues, the soul being gone, the loss deplore.
But though it be too late to succour thee^
Sick World; yea, dead, yeas putrified; since she,
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